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And lowing to his fellows.    From the woods
Came voices of the well-contented doves.
The lark could scarce get out his notes for joy.
But shook his song- together as he near'd
His happy home, the ground.    To left and right,
The cuckoo told his name to all the hills ;
The mellow ouzel fluted in the elm ;
The redcap whistled ; and the nightingale
Sang loud, as tho' he were the bird of day
And Eustace turn'd, and smiling said to me,
' Hear how the bushes echo ! by my life.
These birds have joyful thoughts.   Think you they
sing
Like poets, from the vanity of song ?
Or have they any sense of why they sing ?
And would they praise the heavens for what they
have ?'
And I made answer, c Were there nothing else
For which to praise the heavens but only love,
That only love were cause enough for praise/
Lightly he laugh'd, as one that read my thought
And on we went; but ere an hour had pass'd
We reached a meadow slanting to the North;
Down which a well-worn pathway courted us
To one green wicket in a privet hedge;
This, yielding, gave into a grassy walk
Thro* crowded lilac-ambush trimly pruned :
And one warm gust,, full-fed with perfume, blew
Beyond us, as we enter'd in the cool.
The garden stretches southward.    In the midst
A cedar spread his dark-green layers of shade.
The garden-glasses shone, and momently
The twinkling laurel scattered silver lights.
' Eustace,' I said, fthis wonder keeps the house.
He nodded, but a moment afterwards
He cried,cLook! look!' Before he ceased I turn'd,
And, ere a star can wink, beheld her there.
For up the porch there grew an Eastern rose,
That, flowering  high^ the last night's gale had
caught,